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To my close friends that I had the pleasure of serving with in the United States Air Force.

Many of my characters are based on you.
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Sheep, wolves, and sheepdogs.
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The sheep go through life refusing to see evil.

The wolves are the evil preying on the sheep.

But the Sheepdogs?

They protect the sheep.

They fight the evil.
―Unknown
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Welcome to the world of Supernatural Wars. The first thing you will realize is that my supernaturals aren’t your typical Werewolves, Vampires, Witches, or other beings of fantasy.

This book deals with various supernatural races. I believe that most of you have read a book or two about vampires, werewolves, witches, angels and other monsters who go bump in the night. 

With that being said, in my world Weres and Shifters are one and the same. So, you will notice that I use those terms interchangeably. Were’s in my world only change into their animal form and human. Albeit they tend to be about 50% larger than their natural cousins in the wild. 

Vampires in my world aren’t your typical blood suckers from beyond the grave. They can go out in sunlight and suffer no effects other than they are nocturnal in nature. Meaning that the sun will make most young vampires comatose during the daylight hours. Older ones can shake off the effects and go about in the daytime.

Witches are a whole species of humans who just developed genetically different than the rest of humanity. This genetic difference allows them to alter reality, control energy, command the elements, summon entities from beyond our dimension and cast what you would call spells. Just pick up any RPG players guide and look up spells and yep you guessed it they can cast just about anything that their imagination can think of. While this would make them extremely powerful and you’re right they are, but they are also just as breakable and squishy as the normal human.

Angels in my world are not the halos and light that you think of when looking at the various religious works of art. Think Old Testament fire and brimstone warriors of heaven type. They have a purpose and that is to hunt down the Fallen and other being that come into our dimension. Most of the regular world will never know that they’ve had contact with one.

Finally, that brings us to the Fae races. The Fae make up the various peoples out of every fantasy setting to include but by no means limited to the following, Elves, Dwarves, Gnomes, Faeries, Sprites, Brownies, Orcs, Ogres, Trolls, etc....

I know a lot of people have some preconceived ideas about the various supernatural races. I’m hoping that this clears it up for you.

One

––––––––
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NEW TOKYO, JAPAN

Kala

The first thing I noticed upon passing through customs were the number of people in the terminal. The second thing was the sheer number of supernaturals that moved throughout entirely unnoticed by the locals, the only people who paid them any attention besides the security personnel was me - the foreigner.

“Kala, wait up, will you!” A male voice called from behind me.

Oh yeah, I forgot my cousin, Cam, had come along with me. I turned to see the gorgeous six-foot tall well-muscled chick magnet that was my cousin Cameron. He was totally clueless to how good looking he was; evident by the women around him who all came to a sudden stop much to the annoyance of the others in the terminal hall. Gifted with the build of my uncle Dorian but only enhanced by the beauty of my aunt Khloe’s South American features. Cam was the perfect blend of them.

Cameron was dressed in well-worn clean jeans with a button-down shirt untucked. He spotted me and waived before clearing the unruly light brown curls from in front of his sea foam green eyes.

“Hurry up, Cam.” The driver that my Dad arranged for us will be waiting.

Cam caught up to me, “What’s our first step?” He asked.

“Find our ride then head to the hotel. I don’t know about you, but I’m beat.” I answered before spotting what must have been our driver. He was an Oni or Japanese Ogre, but unlike the ones that protected my grandmother, Ayu, this one did not wear a glamour. No one seemed to care that a ten-foot tall, hulking mountain of a being with tusks jutting out from his bottom jaw wearing a black suit holding a sign that read ‘Kala Matsu’ and ‘Cameron Callahan.’ Subtle, at least Cam and I weren’t as famous or infamous depending on who you asked as our parents which is why we were coming to Japan to set up a branch office for Fenris Security.

We presented ourselves to the Oni. He bowed slightly, “I am Akio.” He said before turning and leading us to a waiting black SUV where another Oni set behind the wheel.

“I guess grandmother still has connections,” I whispered to Cam, who only nodded while he surveyed the area outside the terminal. I put my sunglasses on while following his lead. One thing was certain Cam may look like a male model, but he was his father’s son.

My uncle Dorian is a former Marine Raider. For those who don’t know they are the Marine’s Special Operations forces on par with the Navy SEALS and Army Green Berets. Add to that the fact that he’s also an Alpha Werewolf and you get one serious badass fighter. Now mix in my aunt Khloe who is also a Werefalcon and one kick-ass Witch, from her father. Cam took after his mother in that he is also a Werefalcon and a Witch.

We loaded our bags then climbed in the back seat of the SUV. “Akio, do you know which hotel my grandmother has set us up in?” I asked.

“Hai, it’s about a twenty-minute drive from the airport, Kala-san,” Akio supplied.

Cam laid his head back and closed his eyes while I looked out the window taking in everything that we passed by. This city was a wonder of lights, glass, and people. It was very close to sensory overload.

Now we get to me. I was born Kala Marinka Matsu to Yori Matsu and Talia Callahan. My mom is an Alpha Werewolf and the twin to my uncle Dorian. Yori or Dad, as I call him, is a Damphyr, half vampire half human and son to the Mistress of Las Vegas my grandmother, Ayu. For the most part, I am a Werewolf like my mother, but I also inherited what I affectionately call my inner monster. This ‘inner monster’ that my father and I believe is the Vampire blood that also flows through me.

I am five-foot-eleven inches tall with short spiky blonde hair and have the same build as my mother which drove my dad nuts when I was younger because like my mom, I hated wearing a lot of clothes. Though in hindsight it might have been because I was always sneaking out at night to hang out with my surrogate aunts, Mercedes and the rest of the Devil’s Daughters at their club Vixen’s ‘N Vice’s.

I had a good but tough life. I know how tough my childhood could have been with who my family is, but it was because my parents didn’t just let me slide, not to mention that my grandparents were continually challenging me on everything from my education to combat training.

Now here we are Cam and I both twenty-five years old and sent half-way around the world to set up a satellite office for our parent’s business. Don’t get me wrong we both went to college and graduated near the top of our class in our respective disciplines of study, but this was a big deal to them. There were hundreds of potential clients and employees to be had here in Japan.

I knew that there had been death threats and attempted assassinations on our parents since the Emergence. That was when the supernatural races came out of the shadows. Several Witch Circles and Vampire Covens had become hostile towards my family and anyone associated with us. This reaction caused my aunt and uncle to move from New Hampshire to Montana. Uncle Dorian didn’t want to raise Cam around humans who were afraid of us or the hostile supes that lived all around the North Eastern part of North America.

Five years later the world was rocked again when the Fae came out of the shadows. I know what you’re thinking, and you would be wrong the Fae are not faeries. The Fae are far much more and are made up of elves, dwarves, ogres, trolls, goblins, orcs, faeries, dragons, and so on. As you might have guessed the humans reacted severely.

Now twenty years later and a couple of small wars, as if any war could be small, most the supernatural races can move about in the open though there are a few countries where being anything other than human is an instant death sentence.

Thankfully where Cam and I live that isn’t an issue. I grew up never having to hide who and what I am, with the exception that my grandfather Micah is an Angel. That is one secret that Cam and I will take to our graves.

I was brought back to the present when we pulled up to the entrance of the New Tokyo Regency Hotel. It was a grand hotel to behold. Fifty-five floors and almost one thousand rooms and a dozen penthouse suites.

Cam grabbed our bags while I tipped the driver before following him inside to see about our suite.

Cameron

I finished checking in, and after receiving our keys, I turned as Kala entered the hotel. I’ll give it to my cousin, she sure knows how to make an entrance as everyone stopped to notice the tall blond walk over to where I waited.

Kala was dressed casually since we had just got off a twenty-seven-hour flight from the States. Wearing only dark grey yoga pants, tee shirt, and hoodie you’d thought she was walking a Paris or Milan runway during fashion week. I smiled to myself and shook my head at her, then tossed her one of the room keys before I grabbed our bags and headed towards the elevator.

“Any problems?” Kala asked.

“Nope, from what the hostess said our suite should have a good view,” I replied.

She glanced back to the cute hostess, “I bet she did. Did she also offer to help you figure out how to work the hot tub as well?”

I grinned at her, “Possibly,” I replied, before hitting the call button for the elevator. Kala just shook her head at me.

Once inside our suite, we noticed that the hostess was correct. The suite had one helluva view. I have often been told that Las Vegas is the City of lights, well it looks like New Tokyo might take that title. Everywhere you looked the city was lit up like a Christmas tree with LED, fluorescent, neon, and holograms. It reminded me of those old science fiction movies come to life.

After setting my luggage in my room, I grabbed my messenger bag and jacket and headed back into the living room.

“Where are you headed?” Kala asked from the mini-bar where she was finishing pouring herself a drink.

“Running an errand for my Mom. She wanted me to pick up some things from the Fae Market here that she can’t get back home. Why do you want to come?” I answered.

She shook her head, “Nope, going to take a nap it’s been a long day. Do you want to go out later? You know dinner and maybe check out the nightlife.” 

“Sounds like a plan. I should be back in a couple of hours.” I said as I made my way out.

Two
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CAMERON

Most big cities have a Fae Market, that is a place where members of the supernatural community can meet, trade, sell, and buy almost anything that our kind would need. For me that would be anything from special herbs, to spell crafting ingredients, or grimoire’s and New Tokyo’s Fae Market was the largest known.

They are protected areas that are warded and guarded against human intrusion. While the humans know that we exist, we still remember what the humans are capable of when they let fear and arrogance rule them. The Salem Witch Trials, the Inquisition, and the Crusades just to name a few of those instances.

After arriving at the entrance to the Fae Market, I marveled at the sheer scope of it. Taking up four city blocks, the market resembled any flea or farmers market that you would find in almost every town and city. My skin tingled with magic as I passed through the entrance then the sounds and smells assaulted me. Stopping to take everything in, a troll almost trampled me as he was leaving the market.

Shaking my head at the troll’s immense size before turning my attention back to the market. After finding an information sign, I began to make my way towards the stall that I was looking for.

Everywhere I turned I found myself slack-jawed at the diversity amongst the shoppers and shopkeepers. The first thing I did was beeline straight to one of the food vendors who had a slab of meat spinning on a rotisserie. The smells were mouthwatering, and the sound of the juices sizzling and popping made along with the spices won me over.

Choosing two skewers of grilled lamb and vegetables along with a bottle of water, I might have moaned after taking the first bite when the mix of spices and lamb hit my taste buds. Damn, these kabobs were delicious. Continuing my way through the market stopping to check out the various stalls and wares that were being sold.

After following the twists and turns throughout the market, I noticed that someone was following me. She had curly dark brown hair pulled into a ponytail revealing the pointed ears of an elf. Her skin was a beautiful burnt sienna, and after a few minutes, I found myself looking for her at every turn.

A few more turns and about ten minutes later I found the place I was looking for, The Conjuring Companion. If there weren’t a sign, I would’ve walked right by this place. It was a giant colorful tent, it resembled the type of tents that the Mongols lived in.

I pushed back the tent flap, ducked, and entered to find myself in the middle of the most wondrous sight. Faerie lights danced on the shelves and along the ceiling.

“First time here?” A soft musical voice asked from behind me.

Startled I turned and found myself staring into eyes the color of amethysts that coincidentally belonged to my stalker. “Yes, it is,” I answered somewhat a loss for words. “My name is Cameron, but I go by Cam.”

“Fianna,” She replied, the sound of her voice was almost hypnotic.

Now that she was standing before me, I was stunned by her curves and beauty. The contrast between her skin and eyes was astonishing. “I’m looking for Saoire (pronounced Seer-sha). My mother, Khloe Callahan from the States sent me.”

She stood there looking me up and down for a second, and not even shy about it before she turned her head. “Mom! There’s a smoking hot witch here to see you, says that Khloe sent him.” Fianna yelled before she turned back to check me out. There are no other words for it. I stood there as she began to saunter around me inspecting me like I was up for auction or something. Heat bloomed in my chest, and things started to stir in other areas, my falcon was alert and also interested. No woman had ever had this intense an effect on me, I was stunned, to say the least.

Fianna was dressed in a pair of low-rise leather pants that tucked into low boots. She was also wearing bikini-halter top thingy that showed off her muscled and toned core. Her wrists had numerous silver and gold bracelets that didn’t give off any sound. The last piece of jewelry that she wore was a simple crystal amulet in the shape of a falcon nestled at the top of her breasts.

She caught me looking and smirked, “Like what you see? I know I sure do.”

I blushed slightly not sure what to say. Thankfully, I was saved. “Fianna, will you leave the boy alone. I’m pretty sure he doesn’t know how to take you.” A new voice remarked.

I turned to greet this new voice and was surprised to find myself looking at the spitting image of Fianna. The only difference was their eyes, where Fianna’s were amethyst this woman’s were the color of diamonds. “Hi, I’m Cameron. My mom, Khloe asked me to bring you something.” I introduced myself before opening my messenger bag and pulling out a hermetically sealed food saver bag with a cream-colored powder inside.

“Ah, the ground up elk horn that she told me about,” She said as she took in the bag. “I’m Saoire, and I see that you have met my daughter.”

I handed her the food saver bag, “Yes, I have. She shadowed me all the way through the market.” I said and smiled at Fianna’s reaction to me letting her know I had spotted her.

Saoire laughed at her daughter, “Did you forget who his parents are?”

Fianna pouted, “I didn’t think he would notice me with all the people.”

“Come, Cam, join us for tea.” Saoire turned and headed towards the back of their tent, “Fianna go and get us something to eat.”

It turned out that Saoire and my Mom had known each other for years. We spent the next hour drinking tea and eating the sandwiches that Fianna had returned with. I listened halfheartedly to Saoire’s stories about her visits to New England and Peru to visit with my parents and grandparents. Fianna had captured my attention. She was alluring and mysterious.

After lunch, as I was taking my leave Fianna stepped into my personal space and pressed her body up against mine and looked up into my eyes with a sly smile. She cupped my cheek with her hand, “I hope we will run into each other again, Cam, and soon too.”

I was at a loss for words, again. Before I knew it, she stepped back and ducked around me before disappearing out the front of the tent. I followed in her wake only to find she was long gone. I shook my head my emotions, and falcon completely turned on their head. My walk back to the hotel had me dreaming of Fianna’s mesmerizing eyes and mouth-watering curves.

Kala

The sound of the television drifted through the lounge, ah, Cam must be back from his trip to the Fae Market. I climbed out of bed and made my way to the bathroom, a few minutes later I joined Cam on the sofa.

Sitting on my knees next to him I laid my head on his shoulder, “How was the trip to the Market?” Curious about his excursion when I breathed in a female scent, it was interesting a mix of lavender and a spice I couldn’t put my finger on.

Cam stopped flipping through the channels, “It was intriguing.” He answered cryptically.

“Would that be
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